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with short quick sobs. The darkness pushed against his 
eyes, blinded him, filled his mouth, suffocated him. He 
tried to push the quivering corpse away. Warm blood stuck 
to his fingers. His body became rigid with fear. He struggled 
up, ran on stiff, faltering legs, tripped, fell, floundered in 
the brush. The darkness pushed against him and he lay 
quiet, breathing in quick spasms. The air came to his lungs 
and forced the darkness away. 
He buried her in a shallow grave beneath the towering 
trees. As he walked through the screaming silent world it 
pressed heavily on his shoulders. The tears on his cheeks 
dried; his stomach settled and no longer threatened up-
heaval. Tobb thought of his father, his grandfather, and the 
weight lifted from his shoulders. He had found a place in 
the peaceful struggle. He saw the sun slanting over the farm 
buildings across the open field. His father would be waiting, 
his eyes warm and quiet. Nothing would be said. Nothing 
would need to be said. 
Roger D. Crouse, Sci. So. 
H p H E SNOW lay blue and quiet, and the tortured land-
-*• scape of dirty streets and earth and cinders was united 
again. Fluffy blue cars s w o o s h e d by like big, slow-moving 
brooms. People walked with heads up, for there was no wind, 
and the mood of the night was strong. 
Augie let his car roll to a stop in the deep snow next to 
the curb. He turned off the motor and then sat quite still 
in the sudden silence. Thick crystals of frost had begun to 
cover the windshield, and still he sat motionless. Suddenly, 
Augie was aware of the increasing chill inside the car, and 
he slipped the glove off his left hand. Deftly, he lit a cig-
arette and inhaled slowly. The smoke trickled from his nose 
and drifted up past his eyes. 
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He could tell himself that he was stopping only to enjoy 
a drink. But he never kidded himself. He was coming here 
to see her again, hoping she wouldn't be, knowing he would 
be disappointed if she wasn't. He had been in pretty good 
spirits, a week ago, when he had stopped at this same bar 
for a nightcap. Then he'd seen her, sitting a few tables 
away. It had been an unexpected shock, the way she had 
held her cigarette, the peculiar way her lips had moved when 
she spoke. 
His wife had walked out on him sixteen months before. 
He had pride, and he knew he had strength, too. A 
week ago, he had felt that he was finally getting over her. 
Then to see someone with the same poised, calculated move-
ments, the same tantalizing eyes.. . he felt no different, now, 
than he had a year ago. 
He carefully removed the keys and then got out. For a 
moment, his six-foot-three-inch frame was silhouetted against 
the snow by the yellow lights of a passing car. He turned the 
collar of his topcoat up, not because it was particularly cold, 
but simply because he liked the feel of a wool collar against 
his neck. 
He reached the sidewalk and walked a short distance 
along a wooden fence, then turned into an open gate. A 
little path of overshoe-trampled snow led down a tiny hill. 
At the bottom, the path suddenly widened into a wooden 
footbridge. A few steps beyond the bridge, beckoned a 
single neon sign, THE BROOKS. The Brooks appeared to 
be nothing more than a contractor-built-house, but through 
the few windows in the front of the building, he could see 
people dancing in blue-red light. The shallow aroma of a 
small combo filtered through the walls of the club and died 
quickly in the snow outside. 
Augie crossed the footbridge, stopping briefly. The little 
rivulet of black water below his feet glittered like countless 
rhinestones where the colored window-light fell on its sur-
face. He wondered how many persons who passed admiringly 
over this spot realized the origin of the creek. 
As he pushed open the opaque door, he read again the 
neatly printed card: YOU MUST BE 21: AND PROVE IT. 
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So odd, he thought. Signs similar to that had been an 
intimate enemy for several years. Abruptly, then, they had 
lost their power over him. And now, nearly twenty-six. . . He 
hoped they wouldn' t ask him tonight. He didn't feel nearly 
as young as he knew he looked. 
Inside, twenty or thirty couples were dancing slowly. 
Christmas decorations were draped overhead, and occasion-
ally the soft glow of blue and red lights filtered down into 
the room. Augie walked quietly between several tables and 
approached the short bar. Most of the people who fre-
quented T h e Brooks were couples or soon joined a group 
at a table; the bar served mainly as a serve-counter between 
the barkeeps and the lady tray-carriers. Augie unbuttoned 
his topcoat and studied the bottle-loaded shelves behind the 
bar, ignoring the what'11-it-be expression on the barkeep's 
face. 
"Scotch and soda, ahh . . .B l ack Label," Augie said 
clearly. H e had known what he wanted even before he 
reached the bar. 
"Got a card, bud?" the barkeep replied evenly. 
Augie removed his billfold and carefully extracted his 
driver's license from a maze of cards. 
"Iowa, huh, got another that will agree with this?" 
Augie frowned and started to protest. 
Oh, what the hell, he thought. He began laying out every 
card, arranging them carefully before the serious eyes of the 
white-jacketed barkeep: draft registration, liquor permit, 
insurance card, blood-type identity, social security, clinic 
card. 
T h e barkeep threw u p a hand in defeat, and turned 
easily to mix the drink. Augie looked around slowly and 
glanced at the face of every person who was dancing, while 
appearing only to casually note that the dance floor was 
crowded. His eyes fell on an unoccupied table, and he 
quickly picked up his drink and walked to it. No one 
seemed to notice him, and he preferred it that way. T h e 
Scotch was good, and as he sipped, he watched several 
couples as they laughed and danced snugly. 
Augie lit another cigarette and changed his stare to the 
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people seated at the tables. Then he saw her, again, sitting 
across the room from him, her delicate face in profile. She 
appeared to be alone, but he knew she wasn't. Her fine 
black hair was held tantalizing over the left side of her fore-
head and flowed easily past her ear. She was wearing the 
same dress that she had had on the first time he had seen 
her. It was one of those Princess designs, a deep red in color; 
he remembered how soft her skin had looked where the dress 
plunged in the back. As he studied her, a good-looking fel-
low set two drinks on the table and sat down opposite her. 
They both leaned forward until her hair seemed almost to 
nuzzle his forehead, and then they began to talk. Later, 
they danced, and a shiver whispered through Augie as he 
watched her long, slight legs dip in perfect unison with her 
partner. Her right hand was clasped over the back of his 
neck, and her face was nestled at an angle into his neck. He 
could see the man's lips move as he whispered into her ear, 
and then her long fingers would tighten gently on the back 
of his neck. Her eyes were closed, he hadn't noticed that 
before. 
It seemed like a very long time since he had danced 
with a woman who closed her eyes, and breathed on his neck. 
He couldn't remember what it felt like to whisper foolish-
ness, now, but he envied them. He was sorry when the 
music stopped, and she slowly leaned back from his shoul-
der. They brushed past his table on the way to theirs; her 
perfume struck him as though he had often been intimately 
close to her. There had been a time when he had brushed 
a woman's hair softly with his hand, and breathed that same 
scent of—what was it—Woodland. . . Woodhue. . . yes, that 
was it. Faberse. He looked down at his glass and swirled the 
last bit of liquid. A long time ago, and they still asked him 
for identification. 
"Another, sir?" the girl held her tray patiently. 
He finished his drink and set the glass on her tray. 
"No, thank you. I'm leaving now." 
As he left, he was grateful that no one looked at him. 
Outside, the snow was falling lazily, and he automatically 
lifted his collar. 
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He eased the car away from the curb and swayed into 
the tracks in the middle of the street. He flipped on the 
radio and then quickly turned it off. It was the snow, too; 
the snow and that girl most of all. For almost a year, now, 
he had been quieting steadily inside. Then he had come here 
a month ago to work. He had discovered this little place 
and had liked its intimate privacy. But when he had seen her 
a week ago, everything had started again. He knew he 
shouldn't go there again, but he also knew he would until 
he stopped seeing her there. 
He parked before a modest frame house and walked 
to the back entrance. His apartment was in the basement, 
and as he entered, the little place looked deceivingly warm 
in the glow of a few lights on the Christmas tree he had 
finally decorated yesterday. He carefully folded his clothes 
and opened the studio couch. He stretched the sheets and 
tucked the blankets neatly. Deciding against another ciga-
rette, he walked slowly about the room. Tomorrow was 
Christmas Eve, and it had always been something special to 
him. Even now, alone, he had been unable to keep from 
decorating a tree. He slowly rubbed his hands together, 
turning the gold band around on his finger. Maybe it would 
be better after the holidays. Maybe in another year or so it 
wouldn't knot him all up. 
He wound his alarm and disconnected the tree lights. It 
was suddenly very dark, and he climbed into the bed 
quickly. 
Jim Merry, Eng. Sr. 
Precision Shells 
HTALL SMOKESTACKS. A long wide hall leading past 
-™- uniform pastel doors, upon which are uniform names 
in uniform gold letters. At the end of the hall, a field-house 
room full of turning lathes. Sunlight — glint — intermit-
tent — whine of steel shaping steel. The man at the lathe 
removes the completed projectile from the lathe. A raised 
